VANDE MAT ARAM
This is our motherland, Bharath ! Herein our parents dear had loved and lived In happy wedlock pure. Our forebears too in ages past, Had lived herein and breathed their last: Full many a noble thought they had, To enrich the land and make it great: Won't I remember them and offer thanks And with my lips sing their praise ! •Salutations to thee !   Mother Salutations !'
This our land gave us life. And sustenance and blessed us. This is the land of our mothers dear; It fostered them in prattling childhood; It saw them grow into tender maids -And gambol and play in the moonlit night; Their golden limbs gladdened the waters. As they swam and bathed in pure delight; I shall sing its praise in grateful tunes: 'Salutations to Thee !  Mother, Salutations !'
In time they loved and wives became. And learnt to manage households great; They fondled and fed their golden babes And raised and fostered goodly homes: Here all around were temples tall That soared aloft to bless the land; 'When our forebears died, their flow'ry dust Became part of the country's rich humus: 1 shall sing its praise in grateful tunes. 'Salutations to Thee ! Mother, Salutations !'         &
